A LITTLE GIRL LOST

supposing the Crow-Men had got up too! At the
best they might take a dozen sheep, at the worst -
she just didn't know, couldn't picture it at all. Only
it was all her fault, because of the morning. And she
had lost her basket. Once she smelt a wolf and
stopped dead still, but it had not smelt her.

She went on, she could not find any land-marks she
knew, it might have been a dream. And then suddenly
she came into a gully where the mist began to shoot
up, rushing and pouring past her as if it had a mind of
its own. The stones slipped under her feet, she could
scarcely stand up against it, she was sucked along.
With half her mind she knew quite quietly that this
meant that she was near the top of the hill, but another
and more powerful half made a sudden dreadful leap
into terrified and certain belief that the messengers of
the sun and the Spotted Stone had come on her and
were dragging her off somewhere for something to
happen to her. She cried aloud that she was coming
quick, quick, anything to placate this steady, violent
draught of cold air and solid mist. Looking back, she
could not see where she had come from; the hard real
ground was lost, she went on, crying and coughing as
it blew past her all the time.

And then suddenly she heard a voice over her head,
and it was more like the voice of someone she knew
than a God; so she looked up. And there was the low
cliff that guarded the eastern side of the Town, with
the wind turning and blowing up it like a chimney,
and on the top a watcher with a spear.
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